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ten times better Heddas." About herself: " Many people say
I have an ugly mind. That isn't true. I say ugly things, which
is different." And again: cc My voice at least has not gone,
and Brenda can always make me another face." About her
future: " I don't think I want to return to London. They
seem quite satisfied with Miss B." The whole of this was
punctuated with stories of her white Pekinese., Moonbeam,
and melodious altercations with the taxi-driver, who failed
to convince her that a certain monument was not Grant's Tomb.
About Sarah Bernhardt she said: " I toured with her for five
months, sat on her bed till five o'clock in the morning, and
never heard her say a word to which a child could not have
listened." She told me how she dined with Sarah three nights
before she died, Sarah was wearing a dress of pink Venetian
velvet with long sleeves, sent for the occasion by Sacha
Guitry. Knowing that she had not long to live, she sat
there with a white face eating nothing and infinitely gracious.
Her son Maurice was at the table, paralysed, and fed by
his wife. At the end of the meal Sarah was carried upstairs
in her chair; turning the bend of the staircase, she kissed
one finger and held it out. Both knew they would not meet
again.
When I got back to the hotel I found .1 was holding a
velvet geranium which, in one of the altercations with the taxi-
driver, had become detached from Mrs Pat's headgear. We had
chattered and chunnered for four hours.
May 7 I had just written the foregoing when a terrific
Friday. thunderstorm broke. Great crashes and a lot of
lightning, which made me fear for the skyscrapers.
These were said to be in no danger. I suppose it is that, the
sides being sheer, the stuff shins down them without opposi-
tion. In spite of the torrents, it was unbearably hot, so I took
off my clothes and ky on the bed.
At twenty to eight I went downstairs, and the middle-aged,
motbedy receptionist said, with a telephone to her ear, " Sakes
alive, Mr Agate, my daughter has just called me to say she's